ELLEN   TERRY
The Ophelia of Ellen Terry was so entirely lovable, so bewitchingly tender and gentle, that it was small wonder that Hamlet declared:
" I loved Ophelia; forty thousand brothers Could not, with all their quantity of love, Make up my sum."
In the scenes which are generally and, as it seems to me, unfortunately described as the mad scenes, she proved herself mistress of the technical resources of her craft. Her Ophelia was not a mad Ophelia, but an insane one. She showed us, with a realism which was happily kept in check by fine taste, the terrible spectacle of a normal girl become hopelessly imbecile as the result of overwhelming mental agony. Hers was an insanity without wrath or rage, without exaltation or paroxysms. It found its vent in babbling :
" Thought and affliction, passion, hell itself, She turns to favour and to prettiness."
Miss Terry depicted a creature whose mind
is so shattered as to be beyond hope or
114